22	i    •     : , '
His mother sighed. He was right. She herself knew that
the tavern was the only place where people could squeeze
out a drop of happiness.
"But you mustn't/' she said. "Your father drank more
than enough for both of you. Didn't I suffer enough at his
hands? Couldn't you take a little pity on your mother?"
As he listened to the soft sad words, Pavel realised he
had scarcely been aware of his mother's existence during
his father's lifetime, so silent had she been, so fearful of
being beaten. He himself had stayed away from home as
much as possible to avoid meeting his father, and so he
had grown apart from his mother. Now, as he gradually
sobered, he watched her intently.
She was tall and somewhat stooped. Her body broken
by hard work and the beatings of her husband, moved
noiselessly and a bit sidewise, as .though she were afraid
of knocking into something. Her wide oval face, puffy
and wrinkled, was lighted by dark eyes filled with fear
and grief, like the eyes of most of the women in the set-
tlement. Above her right eyebrow was a deep scar, slightly
lifting the eyebrow and creating the impression that her
right ear was higher than her left: this gave her face the
expression of one who is always anxiously on the alert.
Streaks of white shone in her thick dark hair. She was all
softness and sadness and submissiveness.., *
Down her cheeks stole slow tears.
"Don't cry," said her son quietly. "Give me a drink/'
"I'll bring you some ice water,"
But when she came back he was asleep. She stood look-
ing down at him for a minute with the dipper trembling
in her hand, the ice striking against the tin* Then she
placed it on the table and silently sank to her knees before
the holy images. Against the window beat the sounds of
the drunken .life outside.'An accordion wheezed in the
damp darkness of the autumn evening; someone sang in
a raucous tone; someone, else let out a string of filthy
oaths; there was the disturbing sound of women's tinjd
irritated voices	

